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I could not bear it in my room; Mr. Mason altered it a
little, but still it is not well, nor gives any idea of the
determined virtues of his heart. It just serves to help the
reader to an image of the person whose genius and integrity
they must admire, if they are so happy as to have a taste
for either.

The peep into the gardens at Twickenham is a silly little
book, of which a few little copies were printed some years
ago for presents, and which now sets up for itself as a
vendible book. It is a most inaccurate, superficial, blunder-
ing account of Twickenham and other places, drawn up by
a Jewess \ who has married twice, and turned Christian,
poetress, and authoress. She has printed her poems, too,
and one complimentary copy of mine, which in good breed-
ing I could not help sending her in return for violent
compliments in verse to me. I do not remember that hers
were good; mine I know were very bad, and certainly
never intended for the press.

1 bought the first volume of Manchester 99 but could not
read it; it was much too learned for me ; and seemed rather
an account of Babel than Manchester, I mean in point of
antiquity.   To be sure, it is very kind in an author to
promise one the Mstory of a country town, and give one
a circumstantial account of the antediluvian world into the
bargain.   But I am simple and ignorant, and desire no more
than I pay for.    And then for my progenitors, Noah and the
Saxons, I have no curiosity about them.    Bishop Lyttelton
used to plague me to death with barrows, and tumuli, and
Koman camps, and all those bumps in the ground that do
not amount to a most imperfect ichnography; but, in good
truth, I am content with all arts when perfected, nor inquire

2  Apparently a Mrs. Penny,   (See         3 The History  of Manchester, by
Hioltols'B niuttrationa of Literature,     John WMtaker (1736-1808).
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